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oJ'Uus Trim us. Serna Trim a . 


s sfletram. 

TrAtf P hwtagenet, Edward,Richard,N it ffolke,Mount- 
ague, Warwick?, and Souldiers. 

Warwick*. 

mnbo& Wonder how the King efcap'd our hands ? 

21. While we purfu’d the Horfmen ofy North, 
SSHc flyly hole away,and left his men: 
«®^^VVhereat the great Lord of Northumberland, 
ffhofe Warlike eaves could neuer brooke retreat, 

Oar’d vp the droupmg Army, and himfelfe. 

Lord Clifford and Lord Stafford all a-breft 
ChsEgdVrmaineBattailes Front: and breaking in, 
\Ver?bv the Swords of common Souldiers {bine. 

Edv. Lord Staffords Father, Duke of Ruckmgham, 

Is either flaine or wounded dangerous. 

I c i c ft his Beaucr with a down-right blow : 

That this is true (Father) behold his blood. 

Jltmt. And Brother,hcre’s the Earle of Wiltfhires 
WbomlcncouLirred as the Battels ioyn’d, (blood, 
Rich. Speake thou for me,and tell them what I did. 
Phvt. Richard hath beft deferu’d of all my formes: 

Etttis your Grace dead, my Lord of Somerfet f 
Nor, Such hope hauc all the line of him of Gaunt. 

Rich. Thus do I hope to Qiake King Henries head. 
Warn. And fodoeT,vi£torious Prince of York*. 

Sefore I fee thee feated in that T hr one. 

Which now the Houfe of Lancafter vfurpes, 

I row by Heauen,thefe eyes {hall neuer dofc. 

This is tbe Pallace of the fearefull King, 

And this the Regall Seat: pofiefle it Torke, 

Forthis is thine, and not King Henries Hcires. 

flint, Aifift me then,fweer Warwick., and I will, 

For hither we haue broken in by force. 

Norf. VYee’leall aflift you: he that flyes,ftia]l dye; 
Plant.’ Thank cs gentle Nor folks, ft ay by me my Lords, 
And Souldiers .flay and lodge by me this Night. 

They goe vp. 

Wnw.And when the King comes,offer him no violence, 
Vnleffc he feeke to thruft you out perforce. 

PArsr.TheQueetiethis day here holds her Parliament, 
But little thinkeswc (hall be of her counfaile. 

Bywords orblowes here let vs winne outright. 

Rich. Arm’d as we arc,let’s (lay within this Houfe. 
t V w. The bloody Parliament fhall this be call’d, 

Vn tefle Plant agtnet ,D u ke of Yorke,be King, 


And baftifull Henry depos’d,whofe Cowardize 
Hath made vs by-words to otir enemies. 

Riant. Then leatie me not,my Lords be refolute, 

* meane to take pofieflionof my Right, 

Warn. Neither the King,nor he chat loucs him beft, 
The prowdcfl bee that holds vp Lancafter, 

Dares (litre a Wing,if Warmckffd lake his Bells. 

He plant Plantagemt ,root him vp who dares: 

Refolue thee Richard, clay me the Englifb Crown?. 

Elourijb. Enter King Henry.Ciifford, Northumberland, 
Weftmerland, Exeter, and the reft, 

Henry. My Lords,!ooke where the fturdic Rebell fits, 
Euen in theChayre of State; belike he rneanes, 

Backt by the power of Warwicke, that falfe Pecre, 
Toafpire vnto the Cro wire,and reigne a* King, 

Earle of Northumberland, he flew thy Father, 

And thine,Lord Clifford,& you both haue vow’d reuenge 
On him,his formes, his fauorites,and his friends. 

Northumb. If 1 be not,Heauens be rcueng’d on me. 

Clifford. The hope thereof, makes Clifford mourne in 
Steele. 

weftm. Whatjflull we fuffec this?* lets pluck him down, 
]Vly heart for anger burnes,I cannot brooke it. 

Henry. Be patient,gencle Earle of Weflmerland. 

Clifford. Patience is for Poultroone$,fuch as he ; 

He dutft not fit there,had your Father lin’d. 

My gracious Lord.hece in the Parliament 
Let vs affayle the Family of Torke. 

North. Well haft thou fpoken,Coufinbe it fo. 

Henry. Ah,knowyounottheCitiefauours them, 

And they haue troupes of Souldiers at their beck? 

Weftm. But when the Duke is flaine, they’Ie quickly 
flye, 

Henry . Farrebe the thought of this from Henries heart. 
To make a Shambles of the Parliament Houfe. 

Coufin of Exeter, frownes,words,and threats. 

Shall be the Warte that Henry meanes to vfe. 

Thou factious Duke of Yorke defeend my Throne, 

And kneelc for grace and mercie at my feet, 

I am thy Soueraigne. 

Torke. I am thine. 

Exet. Forfhame come downe,hemadethee^Duke of 
Yotke. 

Torke. It was my Inheritance,as the Earledome was* 

fjcef.Thy 


Nothing fo heauy as thefe woes of mine. 

Enter Richard,and Somerfet to fight. 

Rich . So lye thou there: 

For vnderneath an AIe*houfe paltry figne,! 

The Caftlc in S. lAlbons, Somerfet 
Hath made the Wizardfamous in his death: 

Sword,hold thy temper; Heart, bewrathfullftili: 
Priefts pray for enemies, but Princes kill. 

Fight. Excttrfions. 

Enter King, ®tteene,and others. 

Qu. Away my Lord, you are {low, for {fiame away. 
King, Can we outrun the Hcaucas ? Good Margaret 
flay. 

Qu. What are you made of? You*I nor fight nor fly: 
Now is it manhood, wifedome,and defence, 

To{giue the enemy way, and to fccure vs 
By what we can, which can no more but flyc. 

osilamm a fane off. 

If you be tane, we then fiiould fee the bottome 
OfaJlmjr Fortunes; but ifwe haply fespe, 

('As well we may, if not through your neglcft) 

We (hall to London get, where you arc lou’d. 

And where this brcachnow in our Fortunes made 
May readily be flopt. 

Enter Clifford. 

Cliff But that my hearts on future mlfehecfe fet, 

I would fpeake blafphemy ere bid you flye: 

But flye you muft: Vncureablc difcomfice 
Reigncs in the hearts of all our prefent parts. . 

Away for your rejeefe, and we will line 
To fee their day,and them our Fortune giue. 

Away my Lord, away. Exeunt 


ThefecondTm ofHenry theSm. 


Alarum. ‘Retreat. Enter Torke, . 

r t f Drum# C $J> 

?*ke. Of Salsbury, who can report of hi’ 

That Winter Lyon, who in ragefo r( , etl ’* 

Aged contufions, and all bruflr of Time ■ 

And like a Gallant, in the brow of youth 
Repaires him withOccafion. This happy da* 

Is not it felfc, nor hauc we wonne one fokt ? 
IfSalsbury be loft. * 

Rich. My Noble Father: 

Three times to day ] holpe him to his horfe 
Three times beftrid him: Thrice I led him off 
Pcrfwaded him from any further a£h ‘ 
Butftill where danger was, (fill there I nothin, 

And like rich hangings in a homely houfe 1 
So was his Will, in his old feeble body, * 

But Noble as he is, looke where he comes,j 
Enter Salisbury, 

Sal. Now by my Sword,well haft thou f nllft L 
By’iKMaffe fo did we all. I thankeyou ^ 

God kuowes how long it is I haue to line: 

And it hath pleas’d him that three times to day 
You haue defended me from imminent death 
Well Lords, wc haue not got that which w c haue 
Tis not enough our foci are this time fled ' 

Being oppofites offuch repay ring Nature* 

Torke. 1 know our fafety is to follow them 
For (as I heare) the King is fled to London * 

To call a prelent Court of Parliament: * 

Let vspurfuc him cre the Writs go forth. 
Whatfaycs Lord Warwicke,fliall we after them f 
War. After them: nay before them ifwe can ■ 
Now by my hand (Lords) Was a glorious day.’ 
Saint Albons battell wonne by famous Yorke 
Shall be eterniz’d in all Age :d come, 

Sound Drumme and Trumpets, and to London all. 
And more fach dayes as thefe, to vs befall, Sxtm, 


FINIS. 


The third Part of Henry the Sixt 

with the death of the Duke of 


YORKE. 














































































































